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Itfoys 

to  Inrick  Touf 
"Wind  Tower 

By  Peter  and  Mary  Funt 
ITS  a fact  that  the  majority  of  teaching  assistants  in  universities 
today  are  functionally  illiterate.  Therefore,  if  you  want  to  do  well  on 
your  assignments,  it  s important  to  decrease  your  vocabulary.  Check 
the  word  or  phrase  below  that  is  farthest  in  meaning  from  the 
keyword. 


1.  Toike  Oike  (Toy  KEE  Oyk) 

- A:  A sexist,  racist,  homophobic 
rag.  B:  A sexist,  racist, 

homophobic  rag.  C:  A sexist, 
racist,  homophobic  rag.  D:  A 
sexist,  racist,  homophobic  rag. 

2.  Varsity  (VAR  shi  Te)  - A: 
U of  T's  guardian  of  truth.  B:  a 
famous  guide  to  good 
typography.  C:  training  tabloid 
for  future  editors  of  the  National 
Enquirer.  D:  everyone's  favourite 
brand  of  toilet  paper. 

3.  vulva  (VUL  vet)  - A:  a car 
from  Sweden.  B:  something  soft. 
C:  a type  of  cheese.  D:  German 
sheep  have  it. 

4.  testicles  (TEST  ICK  ulls)  - 
A:  quizzes.  B:  experimentation.  C: 
a famous  Greek  Hero.  D:  octopi 
have  them. 

5.  copulation  (F  uh  cck)  - A: 
sex  between  two  consenting 
policemen.  B:  another  funny, 
witty  comment.  C see  vulva.  D: 
shit,  there  are  no  more  funny 


definitions  for  copulation  why 
the  fuck  did  we  do  this  one? 

6.  fetus  (FEE  tss)  - A:  a 
character  on  Gunsmoke.  B:  latin 
for  what  you  have  on  the  end  of 
your  legs.  C:  the  cry  of  hungry 
starving  people.  D:  a type  of 
cheese. 

7.  fellatio  (mmmmm)  - A: 
Admiral  Nelson  s first  name.  B: 
an  Italian  dagger.  C:  Hamlet's 
friend.  D:  a type  of  cheese. 

8.  pathetic  fallacy  (Pa 
theek  fa  cii)  - A:  a really  obvious 
untruth.  B:  a small  cock.  C:  when 
affairs  of  man  are  mirrored  in 
the  affairs  of  nature.  D:  Brian 
Mulroney's  campaign  promises. 

9.  G-  spot  (Unhhhhh)  - A: 
where  FBI  agents  hang  out.  B: 
what  a small  boy  says  to  his  dog. 
C a type  of  cheese.  D:  an 
erroneous  zone. 

10.  versa  foods  (blechghhh) 
- A:  botch-a-lism.  B:  tomaine 
poisoning.  C what  comes  after 
vice.  D:  where’s  the  beef? 
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An  article  a day  of  fleeting  insignificance,  in  condensed  tear  ’em  out 
and  throw  ’em  away  form. 


BURGLAR 


^3ure  1 steal  Why  not? 
Where  I grew  up  you  had  to 
steal  to  eat.  Then  you  had  to 
steal  to  tip.  Lots  of  guys  stole 
fifteen  percent,  but  I always 
stole  twenty,  which  made  me  a 
big  favourite  among  the  waiters. 

1 had  a bad  upbringing,  you 
might  say.  My  dad  was  always 
on  the  run  from  the  cops  and  I 
never  saw  him  out  of  disguise 
till  I was  twenty-two.  For  years 
1 thought  he  was  a short,  fat 
Italian  with  a moustache,  big 
nose  and  glasses.  Actually  he 
was  tall  and  blond  and 
resembled  Geraldine  Ferraro.  He 
was  a professional  bank  robber, 


but  siity-five  was  the 
mandatory  retirement  age,  so  he 
had  to  get  out.  Spent  his  last 
few  years  laundering  money, 
but  a Cadet  Cleaners  opened  up 
down  the  road  and  he  lost 
everything. 

I had  a sister  and  a brother. 
Bertha  married  money.  Not  an 
actual  human  being  - it  was  a 
pile  of  singles.  My  brother  Olev 
got  in  with  a gang  of  plagiarists. 
He  was  in  the  middle  of  signing 
his  name  to  Milton's  Paradise 
Lost  when  the  RCMP  surrounded 
the  house.  He  got  ten  years. 

Me,  I was  into  loitering.  I 
loitered  for  seven  years.  Just 
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when  I began  to  realize  that  it 
wasn't  the  kind  of  crime  that 
brought  in  any  money,  1 was 
arrested.  The  next  thing  I knew, 
I was  doing  two  to  five  in  the 
Don  Jail. 

I learned  everything  I 
know  about  crime  at  the  Don. 
For  instance  I learned  that  in  the 
event  of  a shootout  with  the 
cops,  the  cops  are  always 
allowed  the  first  two  shots.  It's 
just  the  way  it  s done.  Then  you 
can  return  fire.  And  if  a cop 
says  "We  have  the  house 
surrounded!  Come  on  out  with 
your  hands  up,"  you  don't  just 
shoot  wildly.  You  say,  "I'd 
prefer  not  to,  thank  you,"  or  "I'd 
rather  not  at  this  particular 
time." 

What  advice  would  I give 
the  average  home  owner  to 
protect  himself  against  burglars? 
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Well  the  first  thing  is  to  keep  a 
light  on  in  the  house.  It  must  be 
at  least  a sixty  watt  bulb. 
Anything  less  and  the  burglar 
will  ransack  the  house  out  of 
contempt  for  the  wattage. 
Another  good  idea  is  to  keep  a 
dog,  but  this  is  not  foolproof. 
Whenever  1 was  about  to  rob  a 
house  with  a dog  in  it,  I'd  throw 
in  some  Dr.  Ballard's  mixed  with 
Sominex.  If  that  didn't  work  I'd 
grind  up  equal  parts  of 
Hamburger  Helper  and  a novel 
by  Herman  Melville. 

If  you  surprise  an  intruder 
in  the  act  of  burglarizing  your 
home,  do  not  panic.  Remember 
he  is  as  frightened  as  you  are. 
One  good  device  is  to  rob  HIM. 
Seize  the  initiative  and  relieve 
the  burglar  of  his  watch  and 
wallet.  This  also  works  against 
Jehovah's  Witnesses,  Tax 
collectors  and  the  PC  Youth. 


Blatant  Heart-Warming  Filler 


ONE  DAY,  A FRECKLE-FACED  LITTLE  BOY,  eating  a 
wholesome  piece  of  apple  pie  made  by  Mom,  was  walking  with 
a friendly,  but  homeless  dog  named  Spot.  Suddenly,  the  boy 
and  the  dog  caught  sight  of  a little,  kindly,  gray-haired  old  lady 
with  shining  eyes  who  was  waiting  to  cross  the  street.  He 
promptly  sauntered  up  to  her  and  mugged  her. 

- Hubert  Q.  Pummelass 


♦ 


Remember  to  open  your  Reader  s Dijestoike  Sweepstakes  entry  form 
bearing  the  message:  "Important!  Open  Immediately!  You  could 

already  be  a loser!" 


IN  June,  1944,  I was 
stationed  in  the  Philipines  when 
a riotously  hilarious  incident 
took  place. 

H.  Q.  ordered  us  to  take  an 
important  hill  near  Manila.  We 
attacked  at  dawn;  fighting  was 
very  fierce  and  casualties 
mounted  up  into  the  tens  of 
thousands.  The  Japanese  counter 
attacked  and  still  more 
thousands  of  soldiers  were 
killed.  By  nightfall  both  sides 
had  been  decimated  and  the  hill 
was  a mountain  of  stinking, 
putrid  death. 

On  rereading  the  preceding 
anecdote  I've  decided  that 
perhaps  it  isn't  as  wildly 
humourous  as  others  I've  read 
in  the  Readers  Dijestoike  but 
I'm  sending  it  in  anyway  so  I 
can  get  my  Si 20. 

Boy  was  my  face  red. 

Sally,  my  best  friend  and 
neighbour  had  just  come  over  to 
borrow  a cup  of  sugar  and  some 
tampons.  "Fine,"  I said,  "Come  on 
in."  After  some  momentary 


small  talk,  Sally,  who  had  been 
looking  more  and  more  nervous, 
finally  blurted  out,  "Nancy,  we 
can't  go  on,"  Greg  and  Steve 
know  all  about ...  us." 

I had  been  expecting  this 
for  a long  time  and  was 
prepared  for  it.  Putting  my  arm 
gently  around  Sally,  I tried  to 
comfort  her.  "Don't  worry.  We 
can  both  get  divorces  and 
everything  will  workout  ...  fine. 
Besides  ...  I know  all  about  Greg 
and  Steve! 

One  day,  while  stationed  in 
Burma,  our  unit  was  called  out 
onto  the  parade  ground  in  front 
of  the  Regimental  Seargent 
Major. 

Today  ",  he  shouted,  "I  am 
going  to  teach  you  the  proper 
military  way  to  urinate."  This  is 
broken  down  into  7 simple  steps 
for  instructional  purposes. 

Step  1.  Pull  down  zipper. 

Step  2.  whip  out  meat. 

Step  3.  Pull  back  foreskin. 

Step  4.  Urinate. 

Step  5.  Push  forward 
foreskin. 

Step  6.  Meat  back  in 
trousers. 

Step  7.  Do  up  zipper. 

"Now  I want  you  to  return 
to  the  barracks  and  practice 
while  calling  out  the  number." 

About  one  hour  later  the 
Seargent  Major  walked  by  the 
latrine  and  all  that  he  heard  was 
Three!  Five!  Three!  Five!  Three! 
Five! 
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HOW  I LICKED  my  ACnE 

“A  young  student's  courageous  battle 
over  one  of  mankind's  most  baffling 
medical  enigmas." 

Condensed  from  "Seventeen"  by  Buster 
— Zitsicy 

s I buttoned  my  pants  in 
the  doctors  office,  an 
uncomfortable  dryness  clutched 
at  my  throat. 

"Give  it  to  me  straight,  Doc," 

I said. 

"Mr.  Zitsky,"  he  began 
slowly,  "my  exhaustive  tests 
prove  that  you  are  suffering 
from  a severe  case  of 
uncomplicated  acne  of  the  face." 

I leaned  forward,  gripping 
his  desk  so  tight  my  knuckles 
turned  white.  "How  ...  how  long 
until  it's  all  over?"  I stammered. 

He  shrugged.  " A day 
perhaps,  maybe  a week.  It  could 
even  go  on  all  month.  And  then, 
it  may  return  to  haunt  you  the 
night  of  the  prom.  We  never 
know  about  these  things.  Try  not 
to  worry ...  much." 

Try  not  to  worry  indeed!  In 
a stupor,  I staggered  home.  As 
soon  as  my  girl  friend  saw  me 
she  knew  . "Buster,"  she 
swallowed,  fighting  back  the 
tears,  "you’re  going  to  fight  this 
thing,  and  I'm  going  to  help 
you." 

’You?"  I laughed  bitterly. 

"What  can  you  do?  What  can 
anyone  do?  Nobody  licks 
uncomplicated  acne  of  the  face! 


We  can  lick  it  with  a little 
help  from  above,"  my  girl  friend 
said  softly,  gazing  upward. 

You  mean  ...  ?"  I said, 
following  her  upward  gaze. 

Yes,"  she  said,  reverently, 
continuing  to  look  upward. 

You  mean  ...  ?"  I repeated, 
continuing  to  look  upward  too. 

During  the  next  few  days, 
thanks  to  faith,  hope  courage 
and  trust  in  our  deep-voiced 
upstairs  neighbour,  George,  who 
lent  me  his  "OXY-5  with  benzoyl 
peroxide."  My  next  crop  of  acne 
pimples  were  D - E - A - D 
dead! 

As  dreadful  as  my 
experience  was,  if  this  article 
can  give  other  unfortunate 
human  beings  the  inspiration  to 
conquer  their  afflictions,  it  was 
worth  it. 

It  was  also  worth  the  $ 1 500 
that  the  Readers  Diiestoike  is 
stupid  enough  to  fork  out  for 
crap  like  this! 
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LAUGHTER, 

THE  BUST  MEDICINE 


Doctor:  It  s time  for  you  to 
choose  your  brain  transplant. 
We  have  two  brains  available; 
you  must  choose  between  the 
brain  of  an  artsman  or  the  brain 
of  an  engineer.  The  artsman’s 
brain  costs  $2000  and  the 
engineer  s only  $100. 

% 

Patient:  Does  that  mean  the 
artsie  s brain  is  better? 

Doctor:  No,  the  artsmans 
brain  has  never  been  used. 

A not  too  bright  artsie  had 
finally  got  married,  and  after  the 
honeymoon,  one  of  his  friends 
asked  ‘How  many  times  did  you 
do  it  on  your  wedding  night, 
Gus?“ 

"How  many?  Oh,  five  and 
a half." 

"Five  times?  How  did  you 
ever  manage  that?  And  what 
was  that  half  time?" 

"It  was  like  this,"  Gus 
explained,  "in,  out,  in,  out,  in, 
out,  in,  out,  in,  out  - and  then 
IN!" 


"I  eventually  found  out 
what  my  ranch  forman  husband 
really  meant,"  sobbed  the  recent 
bride,  "when  he  told  me  that 
he’d  love  me  till  the  cows  came 


Early  last  year,  1 went  to 
my  doctors  office  for  a 
check-up.  To  my  great  surprise 
and  dismay,  the  learned  man  of 
medicine  informed  me  that  I 
only  had  8 hours  to  live!  Not 
wanting  to  fritter  away  my  last 
evening,  I phoned  my  girlfriend 
and  said,  "I  only  have  8 hours  to 
live.  Why  don't  I cum  over  and 
we  screw  all  night?" 

That’s  easy  for  you  to  say," 
she  retorted,  ’You  don't  have  to 
get  up  tomorrow  morning!" 
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THE 

EnGimiR 

Sung  to  the  tune  of  The  Boier" 
by  Paul  Simon 

( Don't  worry  you'll  recognize  it ) 


I am  just  a Mekkie,  and  my 
story  s seldom  told. 

I have  squandered  my  eiistance 
On  a bunch  of  stupid  subjects, 
such  as  Chemistry. 

All  lies  and  jest, 

Yes,  they  teach  us  only  of  ideals 
And  disregard  the  rest. 

( Oh,  it's  such  a mess  ) 

When  I left  my  home  and  my 
family 

I was  no  more  than  a boy 
In  the  company  of  Engineers 
In  the  basements  of  Sir  Sanford 
Fleming, 
running  scared, 

Laying  low,  seeking  out  the 
lower  classrooms 
Where  the  upper-classmen  go, 
Looking  for  the  "edges"  only 
they  would  know. 

CHORUS; 

Vhy,  why  why?  ( BANG!  ) 

Oh,  tell  me  it's  a lie 
Lie, lie,  he.  ( BANG!  ) 

Oh  I wish  that  I could  die 
D-D-die,  die  die. 


Asking  only  passing  average,  I 
go  looking  for  some  marks, 

But  I get  nowhere  close. 

Just  a come-on  from  an  English 
prof,  and  three  T.A.s, 

I do  declare,  there  were  times  I 
almost  took  a flying  leap  right 
out  of  there 
( Oh,  through  the  air  ) 

Bow  the  terms  are  rolling  by  me 
They  go  rocking  evenly, 

I am  smarter  than  I once  was, 
But  dumber  than  I'll  be,  that's 
not  unusual, 

No,  it  isn't  strange 

After  midterm  upon  midterm, 

it's  more  or  less  the  same, 

After  eiams,  our  marks  go  down 
the  drain. 

Bow,  I'm  laying  out  my  leather 
coat. 

And  wishing  I was  gone, 

Going  home ... 

Where  the  Toronto  city  winters 
aren't  bleeding  me, 

Leading  me 
To  go  home. 

In  the  Drill  Hall  stands  an 
Engineer, 

And  a fighter  by  his  name, 

And  he  carries  the  reminder 
Of  every  test  that  laid  him  down, 
Or  fucked  him,  till  he  cried  out, 
In  his  anger  and  his  rage, 

“I  am  failing!  I am  failing, 

But  the  Eng  Sci's  still  remain!" 

( Oh  those  Eng  Sci's,  they're  a 
goddam  fucking  pain  ) 


: ♦ 

I was  sitting  in  the  Granite  club  chatting  to  my  old  school 
chum,  Horace,  when  the  conversation  turned  to  the  office.  ‘Say, 
how  is  that  gorgeous  secretary  of  yours?”  I asked. 

Oh,  I had  to  fire  her." 

Tire  her!  What  for?”,  I queried. 

“Well,  it  all  started  a week  ago  last  Thursday,  on  my  50th 
birthday.  I was  never  so  depressed." 

"What  has  that  got  to  do  with  it?",  I implored. 

Then  he  explained: 

"Well,  I came  down  to  breakfast  and  my  wife  never 
mentioned  my  birthday.  A few  minutes  later  the  kids  came 
down  and  I was  sure  that  they  would  wish  me  Happy  Birthday, 
but  not  a word.  As  1 said,  1 was  most  depressed,  but  when  I 
arrived  at  the  office,  my  secretary  greeted  me  with  "Happy 
Birthday",  and  I was  glad  that  someone  had  remembered.  At 
noon  time,  she  suggested  that  it  was  a beautiful  day  and  that 
she  would  like  to  take  me  to  lunch  at  a nice  intimate  little  place 
in  the  country.  Well,  it  frasnice  and  we  enjoyed  our  lunch  and 
a couple  of  drinks.  On  the  way  back,  she  said  it  was  much  too 
nice  a day  to  return  to  the  office,  and  suggested  that  I go  back 
to  her  apartment  where  she  would  give  me  another  martini. 
That  also  appealed  to  me.  and  after  a drink  and  a cigarette,  she 
asked  to  be  excused  while  she  went  into  her  bedroom  to 
change  into  something  more  comfortable.  A few  minutes  later 
the  bedroom  door  opened  and  out  came  my  secretary,  my  wife 
and  two  kids  carrying  a birthday  cake  and  singing  Happy 
Birthday',  and  there  1 sat  with  nothing  on  but  my  socks." 

— -4 

A sociology  major  was  taking  a survey  in  order  to  find  the 
death  rate  among  psycology  students.  A first  year  co-ed  was 
asked  and  she  replied:  "Oh,  I think  it  s about  one  per  person." 

- Edna  Pus 

LEWIS'S  LAW  OF  TRAVEL 

THE  first  piece  of  luggage  out  of  the  chute  doesn't  belong  to 
anyone,  ever. 

HOW  many  graduate  students  does  it  take  to  screw  in  a light 
bulb? 

Only  one,  but  it  takes  nine  years 
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MICHELLE  HAMMER, 
PRIVATE  DICK 


T 

■ hat  day  it  was  hot. 
Really  hot.  The  kind  of  heat  you 
get  after  leaving  the  roast  on  all 
afternoon.  1 had  just  finished 
watching  The  Price  is  Right" 
when  the  phone  rang.  It  wasn't 
an  ordinary  ring.  You  could  hear 
the  desperation,  the  pain,  the 
blood,  in  every  shrill  tone.  I 
answered  it  knowing  in  my  gut 
that  today's  shopping  was  shot 
to  hell.  It  was  Myrna.  She  was 
spooked.  She  stammered  like  a 
wounded  dog  with  its  lungs 
crushed. 

They  found  him  in  ...  in  a 

In  a scrapyard?  A crate? 
A dark  alley  swarming  with  rats 
and  strays  and  bums  and  runts 
and  year  old  trash  and  bones 
tossed  carelessly  out  of  second 
story  windows  unseen  by  the 
thankless  vermin  below? 

". . . a . . “ 

A urinal  with  broken, 
blood-soaked  arms  draped  over 


dingy  porcelain  spattered  and 
crusted  with  hasty  vomit? 
Hasty  vomit?  . . . What's  hasty 
vomit? 

"A  stripshowi  (whimper)" 

Oh. 

"He  . . . he  entered  their 
annual  drool-a-thon,  and  . . . and 

u 

"Spit  it  out,  girl!" 

"He  was  shot  from  behind!" 

Yah.  And  you  want  me  to 
investigate,  right?  You  want  me 
to  give  up  my  fucking  shopping, 
right?  Okay,  okay! 

When  I got  to  the  scene,  I 
bumped  into  an  overweight  cop 
whose  uniform  was  spattered 
and  crusted  with  hasty  vomit 
The  incident  made  me  aware  of 
two  things:  I was  out  of  Woolite, 
and  I had  my  brassiere  on 
inside-out 

Suddenly  I became  another 
victim  of  spontaneous  human 
combustion. 


'Hi  mom!  Hi  Dad!"  he  doesn't  exist ..." 


HEY!  Face  the  other  way  you  Homo. 


When  you're  down  and  out, 
everyone  wants  to  screw  you. 


un-son 
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Edgar:  This  is  the  foul 

Flibbertigget. 

Lear:  Are  you 

daughter? 

Kent:  Give  me  thy  hand. 

Cordelia:  Thy  medicine  on  my 
lips. 

Kent:  My  good  Lord  enter 

here. 

Edgar:  (within) 

Fathom  and  half. 

Fool:  Come  not  in  here, 

uncle,  here's  our  spirit. 

Glouster:  The  King  is  coming. 

Cordelia:  Out  vile  jelly. 

Glouster:  Naughty  lady. 

Regan:  0,  sir,  you  are  old. 

Borg:  And  here  take 

Cordelia  by  the  hand. 

Glouster:  And  bring  some 


covering  for  this 
naked 
soul 

With  thy  uncovered 
body. 

He  begins  at  curfew, 
and  walks  till  the 
first  cock. 

Cordelia:  No,  sir,  you  must  not 
kneel. 

Glouster:  Mean  you  to  enjoy 
him? 

Lear:  Are  the  horses  ready? 

Kent:  Ready  my  Lord. 

Lear:  Good  my  liege. 

Glouster:  Hence  forth  I'll  bear 
Affliction  till  it  do  cry 
out  itself. 

Regan:  Hard,  hard.  0 filthy 

traitor. 
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life's  like  shit 


This  past  Hallowe  en  night  a 
little  boy,  dressed  as  a pirate, 
rang  my  doorbell  and  shouted 
“Trick  or  Treat!" 

I responded,  "My,  my,  all 
dressed  up  as  a pirate  captain! 
Where  are  your  Buccaneers?" 

Imagine  my  surprise  when 
he  replied,  "Right  here  under  my 
buccin'  hat!" 

My  best  friend  Carol, 
gloried  in  her  virginity  and  often 
berated  me  for  my  loose  ways. 

"Until  I'm  married,"  she 
once  declared  "I'm  keeping  my 
legs  closed  to  all  men!" 

But  then,  one  fateful  night, 
she  met  a fool  and  his  money  ... 
and  they  soon  parted. 

"Why  are  you  in  this 
particular  line  of  work?"  the 
artsie  asked  the  hooker. 

Tm  in  the  clutches  of  a 
Paul  the  Loan  Shark,"  the  girl 
replied,  "So  I'm  rubbing  peters 
to  pay  Paul" 

A Turkish  salesman 
obtained  an  audience  with  an 
old-time  sultan.  "I  don’t  recall 
your  name,"  said  the  sultan 
pleasantly,  "but  your  fez  is 
familiar." 


An  unkempt  businessman 
had  sidled  up  to  a lonely  looking 
lady  at  the  bar.  Although  she 
was  clearly  not  interested  in  the 
fellow,  he  persisted  in 
conversing. 

"I  don't  know.  I just  don’t 
know,"  he  moaned.  ‘Tve  got  so 
many  problems  ...  I mean  ...  I’m 
into  sadism,  necrophilia,  even  ... 
,’’  he  whispered,  " beast JaJJty.  I 
just  can’t  help  myself." 

After  several  more  minutes 
of  similar  piteous  outbursts,  the 
young  lad>r  stood  up  abruptly 
and  spoke:  listen  mister,  you're 
flogging  a dead  horse,"  and  left. 

Why  are  policemen's  balls 
bigger  than  firemen’s  balls? 

Because  they  sell  more 
tickets. 


A farmer  with  relatives  in 
East  Germany  heard  that  a food 
package  he  had  sent  behind  the 
iron  curtain  had  never  arrived. 
Optimistically,  he  assured  them, 
"Cheer  up!  The  wurst  is  yet  to 
come." 


What  do  you  do  if  you  have 
a breakdancer  in  your  pool? 
Throw  in  your  laundry. 
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SUajpAs 

IM  ONE  OF  US  in 
Beavertown,  New  Brunswick, 
will  ever  forget  my  eccentric  old 
grandfather.  What  a memorable 
character  that  unpredicatable, 
lovable  old  fellow  wasl 

He  was  such  an  irresistable 
cut-up  that  we  gave  him  a 
special  nickname.  We  used  to 
call  him  "Grandpa."  Somehow, 
the  name  just  fit  the  peculiar  old 
codger.  My  grandmother, 
however,  had  her  own  pet  name 
for  him,  which  was  no  less 
descriptive.  She  used  to  call  him 
‘ Harold,"  which  always  gave  us  a 
good  laugh. 

I ll  never  forget  the  first 
time  Grandpa  met  my 
wife-to-be,  Alice.  "Well  how  do 
you  like  her,  Grandpa?"  I asked 
him,  bracing  myself  for  his  usual 
unpredictable  answer. 

"She  seems  rather  nice, 
Sam,"  he  said  not  batting  an  eye. 
I suppose  I would  have  been 
surprised  had  I not  been  so  used 
to  his  unexpected  gibes. 


Anytime  he  was  hungry, 
Grandpa  would  walk  into  the 
kitchen  and  cause  the  wildest 
commotion  with  add  comments 
like  "May  I eat  now,  please?" 
And  whenever  he  was  ready  to 
put  on  a pair  of  shoes,  you  could 
rest  assured  the  eccentric  old 
duck  would  first  put  on 
something  insane,  like  a pair  of 
socks. 

The  day  before  Grandpas 
84th  birthday,  Old  Doc  Barnes, 
who  was  visiting  us,  stopped  by 
Grandpas  room  to  say  hello. 
Imagine  our  surprise  when  he 
told  us  Grandpa  had  been  dead 
for  two  years. 

"No  wonder  he  never 
touched  the  soup  last 
Thanksgiving,"  said  Grandma. 

We  buried  Grandpa.  He 

would  have  wanted  it  that  way, 
character  that  he  was. 

Somehow  things  just  aren't 
the  same  these  days  in 
Grandmas  house  in 

Beavertown. 

But  I forget  why. 


A NEW  DIMENSION. 


BLUE  WITH  ATWISE 


A new  shape  of  Blue. 

A new  twist-off  cap,  making  your  Blue  easier  to  get  to.  Keep  on  smiling. 
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I Rm  Joe  8 Ear  Wax 

(No.  69  in  a series) 


| am  Joe  s ear  wax. 
Biology  textbooks  will  tell  you 
that  1 exist  to  coat  the  outer  ear 
with  an  amber  coloured,  waxy 
substance  which  provides 
lubrication  for  the  eardrum  and 
a mechanism  for  excretion  of 
unwanted  bio- particles.  Also 
Scandinavian  Fetish  Magazines 
say  I taste  great  during  AURAL 
sex.,  ha  ha  ha. 

Well  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
am  really  an  agent  provocateur 
sent  out  by  the  cotton  swab 
industry  to  increase  their 
profits.  I mean,  be  honest:  would 
you  seriously  buy  Q-tips  to  use 
for  a small  paintbrush,  applying 
makeup  or  for  removing  excess 
nail  polish.  Let  s face  it,  without 
ear  wax  the  only  thing  you  could 
use  Q-tips  for  is  cleaning  stereo 
components.  Thats  something 
you  only  do  about  once  a year, 
so  there’s  not  a heiluvalot  of 
volume  business  going  on.  A 
box  of  180  would  last  you  a 
goddam  lifetime.  Only  major 
recording  studios  would  ever 
think  of  buying  the  400 
economy  pack. 

So  awhile  back,  the  cotton 


swab  cartel  decided  they  needed 
to  boost  their  sales.  They  came 
to  the  U of  T and  consulted  the 
world  famous  IND370F  textbook 
on  economics.  With  a 
parameterizing  optimization  of 
the  laminar  deficit  flow  of  the 
standard  inventory  of 
entrepreneurial  polycorporate 
enterprises  and  Albanian 
interest  rates  they  determined 
that  the  solution  to  all  their 
problems  was  ear  wax. 

Immediately,  they 

contracted  the  CIA  to  operate  a 
clandestine  operation,  in 
conjunction  with  the  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons,  to 
install  ear  wax  seer e tors  in  the 
ears  of  every  child  born  in  North 
America.  Now  you  know  why 
Q-tips  don't  bother  to  market 
their  product  in  countries  like 
Togo,  Sri  Lanka,  and  Belgium. 

So  1 get  a pretty  easy  life.  I 
just  sit  here,  in  the  outer  ear  and 
wait  for  the  next  Q-tip.  Most  of 
the  day  I look  at  the  people 
sitting  on  either  side  of  Joe  ( or 
on  his  face  ) and  thank 
economics  lor  my  existence. 


♦ 

NEXT  WEEK- 1 Am  Joe’s  Nose  Hairs:  Communist  plot  or 
leftist  scare? 
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I SURVIVED  SPONTANEOUS 
COMBUSTION 


E 


condensed  from  "Hey  I'm  One  Hot 
Guy" 

by  I.  X.  Plode 
very  year  in  Canada  and 


the  U.  S.,  hundreds  of  people 
spontaneously  combust  ( S.C  ) . 
For  no  apparent  reason,  they 
burst  into  flames  and  melt  down 
to  just  a little  puddle  of  grease 
and  the  steaming  remains  of 
their  clothing. 

S.  C.  runs  in  my  family,  so  1 
was  prepared  for  it.  My 
grandfather  was  said  to  have 
burst  into  flames  and  to  have 
spewed  hunks  of  burning  flesh 
over  the  crowd  at  a Santa  Gaus 
parade  in  1940.  My  parents 
simultaneously  combusted  in 
bed  on  their  anniversary  night 
when  I was  ten.  The  official 
report  was  that  they  both  had  S. 
C.’d  together,  but  I think  my 
father  started  burning  and  then 
set  off  my  mother  in  a chain 
reaction.  He  was  always  a little 
premature,  my  mom  used  to  say. 

I designed  my  own  S.  C. 


survival  kit  consisting  of: 

1 ) a large  container  of 
liquid  nitrogen 

2)  a poster  of  Smokey  the 

Bear 

3)  a no  smoking  sign 

One  night  a week  ago  I was 
watching  "3-D  Prison  Girls"  on 
my  VCR.  I started  to  feel  hot  so 
I grabbed  my  kit.  I burst  into 
flames  but  managed  to  control 
the  fire  by  pouring  liquid 
nitrogen  all  over  my  body.  I'm 
writing  this  in  the  hospital  with 
third  degree  burns  over  most  of 
my  body.  I’ve  got  this  really 
great  looking  nurse  with  the 
biggest...  OH  NO...  I’m  feeling 
hot...  no,  don’t  bend  over... 
where’s  my  kit!!! 

NOTE:  This  manuscript  was 
taken  from  the  smoldering 
remains  of  Ignatious  Xavier 
Plode.  % 


♦ 

I am  a building  at  the  south  end  of  campus.  On  November 
first,  some  assholes  were  spray  painting  me  and  one  of  them 
suddenly  spontaneously  blew  up,  breaking  one  of  my  doors.  I 
thought  it  was  pretty  funny. 

- Med  Sci  Building 


THAT  NASTY 
WEED 


Throughout  the  past 

decade,  marijuana  use  has 
increased  dramatically  in  schools, 
in  theatres,  and.  perhaps  most 
notably,  in  Canadian  political 
circles.  The  insidious  wacky- 
tabaccky  has  taken  hold  of  a 
whole  generation  of  young 
people;  a generation  of  kids  who, 
in  previous  years,  might  have 
had  a chance  of  becoming 
something.  Instead,  our  future 
doctors,  lawyers,  and  Harvey  s 
managers  are  fast  becoming 
dropouts,  cynics  and  misfits  who 
sit  around  listlessly  in  closets  and 


dark  corners  mumbling  to  aliens 
from  Tralfamadore. 

1,  myself,  speak  not  from 
hollow  rumour  mills,  but  from 
bitter  personal  experience.  I 
have  lost  two  offspring  to  Reefer 
Madness.  My  daughter,  whom  I 
shall  call  Cathy  (since  that  is  her 
name)  has  been  in  a psychiatric 
hospital  for  the  past  eleven  years 
after  a particularity  potent 
weekend  of  weed-whipping 
revealed  latent  schizophrenic 
tendencies  (she  now  insists  her 
name  is  Sybil).  And  my  useless 
son  Phil,  having  been  a heavy 
pot-smoker  for  years,  has 
succumbed  to  latent  homosexual 
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tendencies,  and  has  taken  keenly 
to  the  pastime  of  embalming 
white  mice  in  masking  tape  and 
paraffin  oil  while  listening  to 
Frankie  Goes  to  Hollywood 

remixes  and  remixes  and 

remixes.  And  the  heartbreak 
goes  on.  If  the  following 

paragraphs  help  to  dissuade  so 
much  as  a single  gas  station 
attendant  from  the  wicked  weed, 
then  1 will  have  succeeded. 

Marijuana  is  NOT  harmless. 
Study  after  study  has 

demonstrated  the  injurious 
effects  of  marijuana  on  the  brain, 
lungs,  reproductive  system,  and 
fingertips.  Today,  ironically,  as 
the  Canadian  government 
considers  more  liberal  marijuana 
laws  (and  actively  practices 
two-tiered  justice),  the  scientific 
evidence  is  too  strong  to  be 
blatantly  ignored.  Ignored,  yes, 
but  not  blatantly. 

Because  it  concentrates  in 
fatty  tissue,  marijuana  has  an 
affinity  for  the  brain  and  the  sex 
organs-  both  high  in  fat  content. 
Consequently,  grossly  obese  PhJ). 
students  with  an  overabundance 
of  libido  (thankfully,  a rare 
breed)  probably  have  the  most  to 
lose.  Pavarotti,  Einstein,  and 
Long  John  Holmes  all  count 
themselves  among  the  stellar  cast 
of  abstainers,  and  it  shows. 

Unlike  alcohol,  which  is 
water  soluble  and  therefore 
washes  out  of  the  body  in  a 
relatively  short  time, 
cannabinoids  take  weeks  to  be 


gradually  eliminated.  Carl  Sagan 
has  estimated  that  , in  a non- 
relativistic  time  frame,  the 
half-life  of  a joint  smoked  by, 
say,  Shelly  Winters,  would  be  a 
billion  light  years.  When  alerted 
to  the  fact  that  a light  year  is  not 
a measure  of  time,  but  of 
distance,  Sagan  could  only  bellow 
hoarsely,  "Cant  you  take  a 
friggin'  joke?  I'm  only  umanyou 
know.'*  Which  just  goes  to  show, 
that  Sagan  s head  was  probably 
in  the  cosmos  at  the  time,  too. 

What  it  all  comes  down  to  is 
Delta-9-THC;  the  principal  mind 
altering,  personality  warping, 
psychotic  reaction-inducing 
ingredient,  found  to  varying 
degrees  in  all  cannibis,  and  only 
recently  identified  in  mother  s 
milk  and  Fleischman's  margarine. 

At  the  University  of 
Winnipeg,  in  the  Department  for 
Mind  Expansion  and  Advanced 
Learning,  Dr.  Jack  Meoff  has  done 
extensive  studies  on  both  human 
and  animal  subjects,  using 
varying  doses  of  Delta-9-THC  and 
other  known  psychoactives.  As  a 
result  of  these  studies,  several 
extraordinary  facts  were  brought 
to  light. 

(1)  Rhesus  monkeys  who 
smoked  up  to  four  joints  a day, 
for  6 weeks  or  more,  began 
speaking  Latin  and  insisting  that 
high  level  talks  between  Reagan 
and  Gromyko  begin  without 
delay.  Human  subjects  who 
smoked  similar  doses,  invariably 
said  they  preferred  Camels, 
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although  the  monkeys  would  do 
in  a pinch. 

(2)  In  all  human  and  Rhesus 
volunteers  tested,  those  who 
were  given  lethal  overdoses, 
died. 

Much  has  been  learned  from 
such  studies,  but  much  more 
must  be  smoked  before  scientists 
have  all  the  data  they  need.  A 
recent  commission  appointed  by 
Mila  Mulroney  (Brian  just  signed 
the  papers,  as  usual),  has  been 
commissioned  to  put  together  a 
commission  to  study  the  effects 
of  pot- smoking  and 

embarassing  RCMP  detection  on 
Canadian  Premiers. 

1 close  with  an  excerpt  from 
a never  produced  Star  Trek 
script,  dealing  with  the  discovery 
by  the  Enterprise,  of  a lump  of 
hash  12  km  in  diameter,  circling 
a binary  star  system  in  the 
constellation  of  Orion,  the  Hunter: 

Soock:  Scanners  detect  a foreign 
object  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  ...  possibly 
hallucinogenic  in  origin. 

kirk:  Holy  Moses!  Get  a sample! 

Soock:  You  still  owe  me  for  the 
last  one,  James. 

kirk:  Piss  off,  you  aurally 

streamlined  blasphemy  of 


the  human  species,  you  , 
you...  Vulcan!  To  heck 
with  it,  1 11  get  it  myself! 
(kirk  is  transported  away, 
and  returns  with  a 
first-sized  lump  of  hash. 
There!  (swallows  half  of 
it) 

Bones:  For  God's  sake  Jim!  You 
shouldn't  have  done  that! 


Scottv:  We  dinna  have  enough 
power,  captain,  and  here 
you  are,  munching  away 
on  that,  stuff  ...  as  though 
you  were  Chong  and 
Cheech  or  something.  The 
dilithium  crystals  kinna 
hold  out  much  longer,  and 
the  nearest  Canadian  Tire 
is  twelve  parsecs  away! 

kirk:  (swaying)  ...  the  pan- 

galactic  Lemurians  have 
just  bitten  off  God’s  little 
finger  and...  little  ...  purple 
furry  things  are  crawling 
all  over  my  left 
hemisphere  ...  Aggghhh! 
(kirk  de materializes,  but 
not  via  the  transporter.) 


Scottv.  Soock.  Bones,  and  Sulu: 
(simultaneously)  Ulp! 


♦ 

YOU  cannot  buy  beer,  you  can  only  rent  it. 

HE  who  blows  his  own  horn  always  is  contented. 


Campus 

Comedy 

Q:  What  do  metallurgists  do 
on  Friday  evenings? 

A:  They  go  get  some 
austenite. 

jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  hill 
To  smoke  a little  leaf 
Jack  got  high, 

Unzipped  his  fly 

And  Jill  asked  "Where’s  the  beef?' 

- Clara  Pellcr 

It  seems  there  were  twin 
brothers  by  the  name  of  Jones. 
Now  John  was  married,  but  Joe 
was  still  single  and  the  proud 
possessor  of  an  old  dilapidated 
row-boat.  It  so  happened  that 
the  day  Johns  wife  died,  Joe  s 
row-boat  filled  with  water  and 
sank. 

A few  days  later,  a kindly 
old  lady  met  Joe  on  the  street, 
and  mistaking  him  for  John,  she 
exclaimed: 

"Oh,  Mr.  Jones,  I was  sorry 
to  hear  of  your  loss.  You  must 
feel  terrible." 

Joe  replied:  "Well  I am  not  a 
bit  sorry.  She  was  a rotten  old 
thing  anyway  from  the  start. 
Her  bottom  was  all  chewed  up 
and  she  smelled  like  an  old  dead 
fish;  why  even  the  first  time  I 


got  into  her,  she  made  water 
faster  than  anything  you  ever 
saw.  She  had  a big  hole  in 
behind  and  a crack  that  got 
bigger  every  time  that  1 used 
her.  After  a while  1 got  so  that  I 
could  handle  her  but  this  is  what 
really  finished  her...  Four  guys 
from  the  other  side  of  town 
were  out  looking  for  a good  time, 
and  asked  me  if  1 would  rent 
her  to  them.  Well  1 warned 
them  that  she  wasn’t  too  hot  but 
they  could  take  a crack  at  her 
anyway.  The  result  was  the 
crazy  fools  all  tried  to  get  into 
her  at  once,  but  it  was  too  much 
for  her  and  she  cracked  right  up 
the  middle... 

Before  he  continued  any 
further  . the  old  lady  fainted. 


( ADVERTISEMENT ) 

The  Very  Best! 
Male  and  Female 
exotic  entertainers 

for  every  occasion 
Book  ahead,  call  Mr. 
Fox  967-0684 


IUSAZMES  ABE  LBU1EST  FUNK' 


You  trust  mem.  you  care  about  mem  and  As  a magazne  reader  you  know  what  you 
you  make  them  a part  of  your  life,  by  want  and  you  express  * through  me  magaznes 
choice,  m fact,  rt  seems  ike  magazines  always  you  read 
have  been  a tart  of  your  world  and  Demaos  mat 
they  always  wH  be 
K started  when  you  were  just  a kid  on  a 

rarry  afternoon  when  there  was  nothng  to  do.  =n-=-r  ». 

una  you  found  some  magaznes  Magazines  Canada 


POINT  TO  PONDER 


NO  matter  how  great  your  triumphs  or  how  tragic  your  defeats 
approximately  one  billion  Chinese  couldn’t  care  less. 


OUR  Born  in  Scarberia.  Ontario.  Alton  Ing  (1963-  ) acquired  a 
BACK  Profound  love  of  creating  D.  J.'i  ads.  His  fresh,  powerful 


rOVF/?  style’  is  exPressed  m Crayola"  crayons  and  photocopied 
artwork  This  advertisment,  entitlied  "Toike  D.  J.’s  ad  * 


1076"  was  created  at  3:00  am  yesterday  morning  before 
we  shipped  the  whole  shit  load  out  for  printing. 
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Letters  to  the 

Editur 


Dear  Editur, 

The  recent  tourist  guide  to 
the  world  sure  has  us  miffed! 
Why  the  Touristoike.  would 
exploit  innocent,  lugubrious 
travellers  like  us  has  us  miffed! 
In  fact,  were  quite  miffed! 
When  we  expressed  our 
miffedness  to  you  Bob  See  man, 
Toike  Editur,  you  ejaculated, 
"But  we're  not  antitourist!" 
BULLSHIT,  BOB!  Almost  no  one 
realizes  this  as  a politically 
blatant  and  cowardly  way  to 
show  your  personal  contempt 
for  tourists.  We  know  you 
favour  double-knit  polyester 
leisure  suits! 

In  fact,  we're  willing  to  bet 
you  own  a collection  of 
instamatic  cameras,  genuine 
imitation  Hawaiian  shirts,  and 
footnoted  roadways  of  North 
Tanawanda  ...  but  wait,  there's 
more!  If  you  order  today  before 
midnight,  you  will  also  get  a 
free  Vegamatic,  and  other 
non-sequiters. 

What?  Did  you  say 
Terroristoike?  Oh  ...  what  does 
that  have  to  do  with  tourists? 
Well,  never  mind. 

Marak  Mozei 

Emily  Litella 


Dear  Editur, 

I'm  just  a young  f!rosh  who 
saw  the  last  Toike,  the 
Ierr.Qfistoike,  and  I was  so 
impressed  by  the  incredible 
sense  of  humour  and  brilliant 
writing  prowess  of  the  staph 
that  I decided  that  I would 
submit  something  myself. 

I asked  an  upperclassman 
what  they  write  about  in  the 
Toike.  He  told  me  that  they 
always  write  on  a theme.  Now 
this  sounded  like  a good  idea  to 
me  so  I went  home  to  write  on  a 
theme,  but  I couldn't  bring 
myself  to  scratching  my  Chariots 
of  Fire  soundtrack.  So  I didn't 
write  anything. 

Sam  N.  Scy  8T8 

Dear  Editur, 

As  a typical  concerned 
anarchist,  lesbian  artsman,  I’d 
like  to  complain  about  the 
discriminatory  nature  of  the 
campus  graffiti.  "MEN  why  do 
we  rape;  MEN  why  do  we  use 
porn;  MEN  why  do  we  go  to 
war."  MEN  why  did  the 
engineering  buildings  get  most 
of  this  expressive  medium!  Are 
engineers  any  better  human 
beings  than  the  rest  of  us?  Are 
straight  intelligent  males  the 
only  ones  with  enough  clout  to 
get  representation  in  this 
advertising. 

Carl  Fredrich  Engels 
Poli-Sd  CXLVIII 
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Godiva’s 

Box 


Dear  Godiva's  Boi, 

I am  a street  vendor  who 
had  his  licence  taken  away  by 
the  police,  so  I pushed  my  cart 
down  to  the  basement  of  the 
Sanford  Fleming  building  outside 
the  cafeteria  and  put  on  a 
uniform.  Everyone  thinks  I'm 
supposed  to  be  there.  You  won't 
tell  anyone  will  you? 

Gino  Ling  u ini 

- A starving  but  not  so  dumb 
street  vendor 

Dear  Godiva's  Receptacle, 

1 used  to  believe  that  going 
to  university  was  for  everyone, 
even  intelligent  pacifist 
homosexuals  like  myself.  I keep 
my  sexual  preference  to  myself 
and  would  appreciate  it  if  others 
would  help  me  keep  it  quiet  too. 
So  it  really  bothers  me  when  I 


see  grafitti  on  the  side  of  a 
building  that  says  TOIKE 
SUCKS". 

Harold  Toike 
Innis  II 


Dear  Box, 

I have  just  finished  looking 
at  lousy  capitalist  computing 
language.  We  have  much  better 
language  in  CCCP.  Language  is 
called  GULOG.  It  works  by 
keeping  all  data  in  a file  in 
Siberia.  Equipped  with  PANIK 
subroutine  it  can  be  used  to 
locate  airliners  with  innocent 
passengers  ...  er  sorry  ...  spies  on 
board. 

Anatoly  Logoff 
CCSC382F 
U.  of  Onsk 


♦ 

GOT  YOUR  NUMBER 

Take  the  number  4.  Add  3.  Multiply  by  9.  Add  1,  and 
divide  by  8.  Amazing  but  the  answer  is  always  8. 

Take  any  number.  Divide  by  exp(3).  Add  4.  Multiply  by 
the  number  of  Liberal  MPs.  Multiply  by  0.  Incredible  but  the 
answer  is  always  zero. 
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imQuocHB&e  Quoces 


HELLO  Lovecraft? ...  I need  help. 

- B.  Christie 

THESE  stories  are  true.  The  names  have  been  left  alone  to  blackmail 
money  from  the  innocent. 

- Editurd 

NEVER  before  has  so  much  been  said  about  so  little  by  such  a bunch 
of  assholes. 

- Anybody  at  a SAC  meeting 

GENTLEMEN,  we  can  rewite  it.  We  have  the  imagination.  We  can 
make  the  world  s first  moronic  article.  Better,  longer,  funnier. 

- Rob  Kee,  Senior  Staph  Editurd 

A bird  in  the  hand  is  worth  a hand  in  her  bush. 

- Non-feminist 

WOMEN:  Why  do  we  spray  paint? 

- Feminist 

FOR  all  my  reports  on  Russia,  I consult  Reader’s  Dijestoike.  It’s  so 
much  easier  to  read  than  those  boring  and  confusing  CIA  reports  ... 
they  put  me  right  to  sleeee...  122171221 

- Ron  Reagan 

HEY  guys,  I've  got  piles  of  hemorrhoids  articles  for  you  I 

- Howard  Pasternack 

GIVE  it  to  me.  I’ll  drink  anything! 

- Kim  Social 

IF  I walk  into  an  IBM  interview  with  a blue  suit,  black  shoes,  red  tie, 
a 100%  average  and  a Mohawk,  would  I get  hired? 

- Alton  Ing 


CAMPUS  GROUPS 

mm  m mm  & mat 

IF  SO,  CALL  DJ  AT  595-0700 
TO  RENT  THE  PUB.  GET  A FREE 
LIVE  BAND  OR  DISC  JOCKEY; 

AND 

OTHER  ENTERTAINMENT 


